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Pop the top, shake, hand to mouth, water, swal-
low 
I stare down at my hand, which holds the glass that 
is almost full. Just sitting here thinking of the past; good 
times, bad times, in between, loves, losses, heartaches, 
joys. Remembering what I have been though, and not think-
ing about what will come. Its funny, you know? You would 
think that at a t ime like this, nothing would be going through 
my head. Except for that is far from the truth. Images run 
throughout my mind, and all I need to do reach to pull them 
back to me. Extending my hand into the darkness of my 
mind, I close it to a fist and luckily, find one and draw it back 
to me. Holding it, afraid of what it will be. Good. Bad. Re-
membered. Lost. There is only one way to know for sure. 
Scared. But could anything make it better? 
Pop the top, shake, hand to mouth, water, swal-
low 
Opening my hand, I am greeted by a warm green 
glow. Looking deeper into my palm, the color expands and 
surrounds me. All around me, there are only shades of green. 
Calling me with it's glow. Follow. I walk, and it takes me 
back, deeper and deeper into my memories to a place that I 
haven't been in years. Down a blazed path, following the 
rest of my family. I must have been six years old or so, and I 
can see it as if it were yesterday. It was the summer vaca-
tion to Wyoming, and all I could think about was the fun I 
was having. I was in heaven just being there with my par-
ents and my big brother; walking with the green grass and 
wildflowers all around us as we laughed and talked of any-
thing and everything. Eating our lunches on the rocks, and 
me shouting in excitement whenever I saw the woodland 
creatures that were so foreign to me. How many times have 
I gone back to that memory. Why can't it be like the old 
days, I ask. Why do things have to change? But eventually 
like the grass, the green light in my palm turned brown and 
died. 
Pop the top, shake, hand to mouth, water, swal-
low 
A train, but it can't be. No whistles, no sound. Just 
that one bright, white light starting at a pinprick and growing 
larger. Five minutes now I have been watching it. Sometimes 
it moves, sometimes it just stays the same. I t is a train. A 
train of my memories, guided by that one light. Slowly com-
ing to remind me again. After all that is what's going on 
tonight. People say they see their life flash before them at 
this t ime, but this is no flashing. No flashing. This is reliving. 
I don't even try to run from it. No use. I know. There is no 
escape, so I just watch. Closer. Brighter. Faster. Finally it 
hits. I sprawl face down. Looking over my shoulder, I expect 
to see the train ready to crush my body to the ground, but 
again, all I see is a memory. I was nineteen, and he was 
twenty. It was my most memorable moment of us together. 
Davin and me. We had been in love for over a year now, and 
we both were still in awe that we had found each other. I t 
seemed to good to be true, and nothing that we had en-
countered thus far had made us have second thoughts 
about being together. We no longer were concerned with the 
looks that we received when kissing or holding each other at 
a movie, and I still saw fireworks every time his lips touched 
mine. We had taken things slow, both agreeing that a solid 
relationship was not built on lust, but on trust. We could tell 
each other anything, and because of that we knew that this 
would last forever. That night was perfect. Dinner at our 
favorite restaurant in town, a romantic movie, walking down 
this beach letting the water soak our clothes as we wrestled 
in the waves. That night, as we held each other in our arms 
after making love, we both knew that nothing would ever 
come between us. 
Pop the top, shake, hand to mouth, water, swal-
low 
A tear streaks down my cheek as I sit there on the 
sand. Don't bother to wipe it away, just another tear. Why? I 
ask the God that I have never believed in. Why? It is not 
meant to be like this tonight. Not tonight. So peaceful here 
on the beach. Just me and the waves rolling up to meet my 
naked feet. The moon lay alone, as I, in the sky with no one 
to bother him. Old man in the moon, you have it so good. 
Nothing to worry about, nothing to care about. No hurt. No 
aches. No pain. Do you want mine? My memories that are 
not meant to be here? Not tonight. Not for much longer. The 
glass is just over half. 
Pop the top, shake, hand to mouth, water, swal-
low 
Into the darkness, I reach, and again afraid to open 
my fist. I have the time, I think. Not like I am in a hurry to 
go anywhere tonight, right? Staring at my hand. Just the 
tiniest glints of color escaping between my fingers. Such a 
soothing sight, I think. Calming. Slowly, I open my hand, 
prepared for yet another trip to memory lane. It whips from 
my palm and swirls around me like smoke. No longer can I 
see in front of me. Only blue. I t covers my body with its 
gentle fingers. Grazing my skin, my hair, and eventually filling 
my eyes. I ran from the hospital that night, not responding 
to the yells I got to come back. Come back. Running. Out-
side into the rain. Just keep running. He had taught me so 
much. Always there for me. Cancer, they said. But he was 
only twenty-six, only four years older than me. Why? He was 
mine. My blood. My brother. Sitting on top an old picnic table 
forever in the rain. Some park, who knows where. I cried 
forever, and when I could cry no more, I laid my head back. 
The rain was my tears. They were mine that night. The 
whole sky mourned with me then. Why him? Why? He was 
good. Crying. Crying myself to sleep in the rain. It rained on 
his funeral, too. Maybe because I couldn't cry then. The sky 
expressed for me what I couldn't. Crying inside. The blue is 
no longer in my eyes. It is streaming down my cheeks. Tears. 
Finally, I can cry again for him. Finally. 
Pop the top, shake, hand to mouth, water, swal-
low 
That was the last time that my parents and I talked. 
You know that, Old Man? His funeral. After all, who could 
ever love a child that does such unnatural things? You are 
no son of mine, they said. Sure, they say that they will love 
you no matter what. But is that true? No. They will love you 
until you tell them the truth. The truth always hurts. Why 
does it matter who I love? They always told me that they 
wanted me to be happy. But who knew that my happiness 
had to be what they wanted. Spread your wings and fly, 
they told me. Just don't bother to come back to the nest. I 
did not choose this, Old Man. You know that. After all, you 
did not choose to be the moon. I have tried to be like the 
others. But why lie? Nothing can change me. And given the 
chance to change? I don't think that I would take it. This is 
a part of me that I have lived. This is me. Don't hate me for 
who I love. Love me for who I am. Love me because I love 
back. 
Pop the top, shake, hand to mouth, water, swal-
low 
No more, I decide. No more thinking of the past. Can't 
change, so why dwell? No more reaching for the colors, no 
matter how much I need them. I let them pass by me. 
Purple. Orange. Yellow. Red. Then, suddenly all is black. 
Silence. I stare, wondering. Is this the end? Am I? A glow 
from beneath me catches my eye. Looking down I see there 
is no escape. I am no longer in control. My legs are already 
engulfed. Like quicksand, I just keep sinking into it. I know I 
can not escape, so I let it come. My waist, my torso. Shoul-
ders. Neck. Head. Calm. Clear. Suddenly, I am transported 
back. Pain. Blood. Red. Just him and me. Davin. His brown 
hair and stunning green eyes that drove everyone wild. We 
were on our way back from a movie and dinner in a town not 
too far away, and everything was normal. Two college 
seniors high on love, immune to the world. It's his birthday 
today, you know? Happy birthday, Davin. I remember. Every-
thing was normal. Except for the two white lights ahead that 
moved back and forth as they came closer. Just some kids 
havin' fun, he said as he drove on. Closer. Swerving. 
Screeching. I remember waking as from a dream into a 
nightmare. Red. Red everywhere. Not sure what happened, 
but I know the color is not mine. Davin. I moved to touch 
him, tell him it would be all right. But I wouldn't. I couldn't 
move. Trapped. His breathing was rash, and the red was 
everywhere. The windshield, a mix of fog from my now rapid 
breathing and streaks of his blood. He whispered my name. I 
told him I was here and that I always would be. For an hour 
I sat there, telling him that I would always be there with 
him. I talked for all that time. He heard me for five minutes. 
No good-bye kiss. Pinned there, kept apart from my only 
love. No more fireworks. I'm still here, Davin. I will always be 
here for you. The red started flowing from my head to my 
feet. It streams down me in currents, following the natural 
groves of my body. Gushing. Flowing over me like his blood 
did. Sinking into the ground, with him. 
Pop the top, shake, hand to mouth, water, swal-
low 
Again, push the tears away. Why is remembering so 
hard? Sadness. Davin, why did you have to leave me? I will 
see you soon, though, my love. I can feel it. Not too much 
further to go. The glass is almost nothing now. No more 
moon anymore. Why are you hiding from me? The clouds are 
not real. Not real. Like everything else, not real. Sitting here, 
the waves the only movements. Have you ever just sat 
there and listened to the waves? Sure you have. All you do 
is watch and listen. You have no cares, no worries, no 
nothing. Soon I will be like you, Old Man. Just nothing. After 
all, my glass is almost finished. Pop the top, shake, hand to 
mouth, water, swallow I can feel it now, coming towards 
me. I know what color this will be, but it will be no memory. 
None. Only a new experience. No more crying. This is what I 
set out to do. No tears anymore. No colors. No memories 
except for the ones that I have seen tonight. They are all 
around me, now. Everywhere. Blending into each other. 
Closer and closer they come to me, surrounding my body. I 
feel them touch my skin. Joy. Sorrow. Pain. Laughter. Why 
did I remember these things? So many memories. I didn't 
choose to. Did I? The colors are gone. The memories are 
gone. There is nothing. Nothing. Just black. No beach any-
more. No glass sitting in the sand, spilling the last three 
swallows of water. No wildflowers. No waves running up the 
beach to meet my naked toes. Black. No kisses. No empty 
bottle with pills scattered near the glass. No moon. No blood. 
Black. No cares. No worries. No nothing. Only one thing. 
Black. 
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everyone else minus the fact that he is different. 
